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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

I will raise them before me, 

I will let them fall from me; 

Every swaying movement 

Sways them and curves them, 

Every swaying movement 

Sways them and folds them — 

Dropping about me, 

Down from my shoulders over my fingers; 

Laying their touch over my fingers, 

Over my feet drooping and dropping with grace upon me. 

Flowing of color, flowing of shadow, flowing of motion, 

Flowing upon me, flowing from me — 

O sliding shadow, sliding color, veils of motion ! 

AT THE MUSEUM 

At last we let each other go, 

And I left you ; 

Left the demand and the desire of you, 

And all our windings in and out and bickerings of love. 

And I was wandering 

Through corridors and rooms of pictures, 

Waiting for my mind to sharpen again 

Out of its blur. 

Now was stern air to breathe, 
High, rational, 
Clear of you and me. 
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Helen Hoyt 

The medals in their ordered cases, 

Round and clean-edged, 

Cooled me. 

The tossing and tumbling of my body 

Drew itself into form, 

Into poise, 

Looking at their fine symmetry of being. 

MEMORY 

I can remember our sorrow, I can remember our laughter; 

I know that surely we kissed and cried and ate together ; 

I remember our places and games, and plans we had — 

The little house and how all came to naught — 

Remember well : 

But I cannot remember our love, 

I cannot remember our love. 

OH WE SHALL MEET 

Oh we shall meet, 

But how shall be that meeting t 

Oh we shall meet, 

But there is no repeating 

The look, the word, the laugh that used to be — 

There is no meeting now for you and me. 

We shall be there — in the room together, near — 

But the old delight that made old meetings dear 
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